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	Before Sunrise

**Before Sunrise **

_A Zootopia Story_

* * *

><p><strong>Summary<strong>: _AU – When aspiring police officer Judy Hopps arrives into Zootopia, she believes her dedication and hard work will help her achieve her dreams. However, after she pursues a forbidden case located in Zootopia's criminal underworld, Judy becomes entangled in a war between two predator factions. And now, she's become the object of interest of a notorious fox criminal. But who can really be trusted in a city where everything Judy thought she knew flips over on its head?_

* * *

><p><strong>I<strong>

**New Beginnings**

* * *

><p>The magenta and orange letters of <em>Bunnyburrow <em>paled in comparison to the photographs of flashing lights and soaring skyscrapers underneath the neon greens and yellows of _Zootopia_. As most tourists and first-time visitors would come to expect, the transition from outer villages and towns to the melting pot metropolis would come as a major culture shock—and the more timid prey species tended to remain detached from said ventures and ideals.

Judy Hopps glanced over the plastic pamphlet in her paws, her nose scrunched and whiskers twitching. She'd flipped through the folds of pictures and descriptions of different locations for over twenty minutes, memorizing the shapes and colors of what Zootopia promised. She'd already glanced over the bright hues of berry and carrot farms in the pictures advertising Bunnyburrow, her hometown, and tended to focus more on ones she hadn't really seen before—Fangstown, Bracken Rapids, Hollybrooke, Timberville, the Meadowlands, Appleton County and dozens more.

Judy straightened down her frumpy outfit, her free paw tightly holding her phone as she watched the world fly by outside the windows of the bus. She would be arriving in Zootopia in less than two hours.

_In Zootopia, you can be anything. _She exhaled calmly, her ears folded in anticipation and her heart thumping with the most excitement she'd ever felt. Just hours before she had hugged her parents goodbye, clutching her portfolio from the Police Academy—already, visions of accepting her official uniform and badge from her new station in the greatest city in the world moved nonstop on a highlight reel in her mind.

Judy thrived on a world that wasn't a part of what Bunnyburrow offered. Her parents were longtime descendants of a line of carrot farmers, remaining confined in the expectations of what rabbits wanted and earned. Since she was little Judy wanted to defy those tropes and become a police officer, and she clung to that dream all the way through years of preparation and conditioning in one of the toughest police academies around. She graduated top of her class, remaining on great terms with her former mentor and instructor, the polar bear Maria White.

Judy was always the toughest out of her siblings, much to the chagrin of her parents. She never understood why her mother and father were so against her being strong and independent. Their inability to accept her desires of obtaining that shining golden badge and saving civilians' lives paled in comparison to the image of her "cute" self in a straw hat and boots, plucking and selling carrots for a living.

_Thank the stars that's not going to happen… _Judy grinned at the thought. _This is it, Judy old girl. You've got this in your paws. Just wait. _

Soon, the bus en route to the heart of Zootopia—Pearl Square—glided under a series of interconnected glass tubes, trains and railcars blasting through them on lightning speeds. Judy could see the smiles of multiple different animals that she'd never seen before in the flesh and fur. Beyond the maze of tubes was a compact square of giant buildings, each one splashed in elaborate colors that ranged from dark blues to greens, to reds and yellows and even crisp lavenders. Giant digitalized holograms and screens advertising new brands of gum and fast food, along with the newest concert hosted by local pop star Gazelle, spread across the buildings like wildfire.

Judy had never seen something so huge in her life. She practically darted out of her seat when the driver pulled into Pearl Square's bus stop. Around her, elephants, antelopes, giraffes, hamsters, weasels, mice, and even bears and tigers surrounded her every step. She watched her surroundings carefully, gliding from one spot to the other with her lightly packed bags and quick feet.

"Wow…" She breathed, happiness swelling up inside her like a balloon. Quickly, she pulled out her phone and dialed her mother's number. Within a half second of ringing she heard the other voice on the line and burst: "Mom! I just arrived and it's so much bigger than I even imagined! So many colors and animals and, oh my gosh, Gazelle's face is _everywhere_!" She bit her tongue to keep herself from talking a mile a minute.

"Oh Judy I'm so glad you made it safely! Are you at your apartment yet?" Judy could hear the shakiness in her mother's voice and resisted the urge to roll her eyes.

"No, not yet. I just got here." She glanced around her, wondering if the pamphlet she took from the bus could help her if she got lost. She saw different train route signs to Tundratown, the Rainforest District, Downtown Savannah, and many others that promised gateways of new experiences.

Judy spotted a patrolling officer gorilla several hundred yards away. Quickly, she made her way over to him, remembering that her required information was close at her side. "Excuse me, Sir? Where can I find Greenwallows Apartments?"

The gorilla sized her up once before muttering in a gruff, baritone voice: "Go east, down Lilypoole Street and up Hoofbeat Avenue. Tall building. Green. An old crone of a sheep runs the joint."

Judy's smile practically consumed her entire face. "Thank you so much!"

And with that, she disappeared, a trail of dust kicked off behind her.

* * *

><p><strong>~ ... ~<strong>

* * *

><p>Once dusk fell, Zootopia harbored a sleek shadow of popular culture and a lack of mammalian folk on the streets. Crickets whistled in the silence of night, cracked twigs and crumpled leaves tumbling down the sidewalks. Every so often a car would pull through, before the tires would screech to a sudden halt and turn around, an air of concern flashing in the intruders' eyes.<p>

The abandoned town of Thornwall was lost in a closed district, untouched by many and guarded by the heftiest forms of security. The broken windows of each building reflected the moonlight, separating the white glow into fragments. Every so often something scurried in the shadows, and as opposed to what would happen in the frolicking central district of Zootopia, the nature of Thornwall was to remain hidden, discrete, and of total silence. Scouting and police involvement was considered unnecessary, disregarded by the public officials as nothing more than an unimportant flaw in Zootopia.

Deep within Thornwall's most shallow cracks rested a thin strip of decrepit buildings. Behind boarded doors and dusty, broken television sets, a group of silhouettes were tightly clustered around a circular table. Blue and red plastic chips were scattered about, an air of dread sucking the former joy and life that existed years before when families enjoyed the comfortable space.

A giant gray fist slammed onto the table, causing shot glasses and poker chips to fly into the air. Reeling back and rolling his shoulders, the black bear snorted and tapped one claw impatiently on the table, a cigar hanging loosely from the corner of his mouth. To his left, two weasels in matching polo shirts and bandanas laughed and clapped their paws. To his right, a white wolf casually folded his arms behind his head and followed the bear's gaze to a figure strapped to a chair in the corner.

"You sure you don't wanna make a small _bet_, Mr. Tallpaw?" the wolf snickered, flashing sharp yellow teeth.

One of the weasel brothers leaped up, laughing maniacally and blowing out large smoke circles from the two cigarettes in his jaws. "Heh, he's never gonna talk… shouldn't have walked into our territory in the first place! Heh!"

"Shut it," the bear growled out, and the other thugs quieted down. He glared at the figure in the chair, grasping the light above him and flashing it towards the individual that the weasel addressed as "Mr. Tallpaw."

The teenaged otter squirmed in his seat, sobs building in his throat. His voice was muffled, frustrated groans and moans barely whistling past the binds muzzling his mouth. His pelt was scoured with claw marks, some fresh, some old, his collared shirt torn in multiple places, as well as his shorts. He winced under the light, water shimmering in his frightened brown eyes.

"What should we do with 'em?" the wolf asked, taking a swig of his drink and eyeing Mr. Tallpaw with a risen brow. "He's useless to us, right? We can just talk to the boss and have him removed, can't we?"

The otter squirmed, trying desperately to scream, but his bonds were too tight. He swallowed nervously when the bear snarled.

"No. We do nothing for now. We wait." The bear shrugged and cracked his neck, rolling the cigar in his jaws. "Go on. Another round."

The door creaked open, and another figure—smaller, lither and bursting with clean scarlet fur—entered the room. He was dressed in a black button-up shirt with tattered jeans and sneakers, his eyes large, narrowed and colored frosty green. The suave smile hooked onto his lips seemed permanent, a fixture of his features that he wouldn't be able to remove if he tried. He swept his gaze between all five mammals in the room, until his line of sight rested on the terrified otter.

"Well, this wasn't what I was expecting. Bruce, who ordered the side of urchins?" He snickered, but the wolf only rolled his eyes.

The bear, Bruce, growled. "What are you doing here, Wilde? You weren't called in for tonight."

"Oh just decided to drop by and check up on things for the big bosses. The usual humdrum details. Wouldn't want to bore you with them." The fox flexed his fingers and walked over to the table, whistling at the sight of the wads of green paper bills stacked in Bruce's favor. "Whoa there, already pulling in the big wins?"

"It's _game night_, Wilde. This otter kid was lucky he didn't turn out to be one of the Fangs. Would've skinned him alive if we knew that precious little detail," the wolf mumbled. He smirked at the teenaged otter's squirming, chuckling. "You should just leave those jobs to the _big boys_, Wilde. There's a reason you're only needed for scouting."

Nick Wilde shrugged and folded his paws into his pockets. "You never know when you could use a guy like me, Dustin." He ignored the way the furs along the back of his neck rose in response to the weasels glaring at him, but he had grown accustomed to this while moving up the ranks in their secluded society.

"Word is that the police are gonna move onto us again," Bruce muttered, gesturing with a flick of his nose towards their prisoner. "Tallpaw over there looks like one of those rich folk from those other Zootopia districts. We searched him for a badge; couldn't find one."

Nick leaned against the wall, one leg looped over the other. "Alrighty then, so when I report back to the Boss I should mention that there isn't a plan for this guy yet. We're just containing him or what?"

"We can handle this without you being a pesky messenger, _fox_. Leave it be." Dustin snarled and reared up, his tail wagging and claws sharpening. His instincts were to be taller, stronger, and faster than the fox in front of him, and their personalities had a long history of disagreements and clashing.

"Just doin' my job," said Nick, spinning on his heel and striding to the door. "Guess that's my cue to leave—"

"Put the money back on the table, fox," Bruce growled out.

Nick slowly reached into his jeans and pulled out the stacks he'd swiped from under the weasel brothers' noses while their superiors were talking. "Hah, that's funny Bruce, you almost didn't catch me. I got ya! Haha." Nick sauntered over to the table and smoothly placed the bills in Bruce's open, ferociously scarred paw. "There you go my friend. Crisp and beautiful greens if I do say so myself."

"Get out of here, Wilde," said Dustin.

Nick left without another word, but as soon as the door to the building closed behind him, he exhaled a long, strained sigh of relief. He hated reporting to those thugs—Bruce would've lopped off his head with one swipe of his claws if the fox managed to escape with his money. Perhaps it wasn't the _brightest _move to steal from a dangerous bear thug, but he wasn't one to ignore the pleasure of risk-taking.

Hell, it was one of the main reasons he became a part of this ragtag group of predators. These cruel, intimidating mammals that ran the streets at night, dealing in secret services and stealing from selected targets. It had been years since any killing had been committed, but Nick wasn't about to get involved with the other side of the border that they split with predators who disagreed with their ways. Prey never got involved in their affairs—that would be for the best.

Nick walked calmly down the sidewalk, whistling a tune under his breath as he counted the stars. He had an open-faced tent and futon waiting for him, and maybe, if he was lucky, he could scrounge up an old granola bar (as much as he hated those things) and munch on that for dinner. He would have to ask the Head Boss—Leader of the Graytail faction of predators—for a better job during the day to suit his needs. Maybe he would be asked to blend in the crowd in one of the busier locations in Zootopia, acting as a normal fox with his everyday habits.

His grin fell at the consistent realization that his species were never particularly favored in big cities. Or, anywhere, really. Foxes were seen as too slick, too cunning, too sly and too shifty to be trusted in any way, shape or form, and perhaps that was what drew him to becoming part of this underworld, part of a clan of strong mammals that wanted to reclaim old territory and make their predatory behavior something to be proud of.

He wasn't sure where he lied on that scale, but they drew him in and he was a curious fellow. He liked to play his cards and watch the causes and effects transpire.

_Guess we'll see what tomorrow brings_, Nick thought with a subtle smirk.

* * *

><p><strong>~ ... ~<strong>

* * *

><p>Judy stared at the interior of her new room with blasé interest. The walls were faded, peeling and beige (and that was the most <em>experimental <em>color) and the most decorative aspect was the lime-green lamplight positioned at the corner of her desk. Her bed looked like it'd gathered a million cobwebs since the last poor soul who'd paid rent to live there, and with her ears flat against her head Judy wondered if she'd made the right decision.

After two seconds of pondering she decided that, yes—_absolutely—_this was a great idea. She would begin her role as a police officer the very next day, meet a variety of mammals in all shapes and sizes, each one more eager than the last to guide her through the process… she couldn't be more ecstatic.

She splayed across her bed, stretching out her toes and grinning in delight. She wondered what her siblings would think, or even her parents if she'd told them about what happened to her during the first week of being an official officer for the Zootopia Police Department. She had a hard time grasping the fact that _she_, a rabbit, would be someone destined to help others and benefit their cause.

Judy pulled out her phone and started typing messages to her parents, knowing she would forget eventually if she'd waited to call, and blinked as one of her news applications opened up on the screen. "What the…? Zootopia News Bulletin?" She frowned—this page hadn't updated for a couple months. Hardly anything extremely dangerous happened in this city…

Closely, she read the headline:

**BILLY TALLPAW, 16, REPORTED AS MISSING FOR 24 HOURS AFTER DISAPPEARAENCE FROM SAHARA SQUARE **

Judy scrolled down the page, tapping on the picture of a smiling young otter. He looked totally harmless—but he was missing?

"Billy Tallpaw is one of several vanishing mammals from all around Zootopia, ranging from lion cubs to dog puppies. This is the sixth time this year that this has happened, and police, as we all know, are well under way. Chief Bogo of the Zootopia Central Police Department voiced his concerns over the matter in a personal interview today with reality TV, claiming that he and his best officers are on the case…"

Judy ran a paw over her ears, her tail twitching. Six missing mammals? _Six_? And _none _of them had been found yet?

Determination flashed in the young rabbit's eyes as she gazed out the window. She breathed slowly and evenly, picturing herself accepting her first mission, and hoping that the following day she would be able to help others as would be expected of any officer of the ZPD.


End file.
